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Dear mouse friends, 
Welcome to the world of 
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Geronimo Stilton 
A learned and brainy 
mouse; editor of 
The Rodent’s Gazette 


a 


Thea Stilton 
Geronimo’s sister and 
special correspondent at 
The Rodent’s Gazette 





Trap Stilton 
An awful joker; 
Geronimo’s cousin and 
owner of the store 
Cheap Junk for Less 


Benjamin Stilton 
A sweet and loving 
nine-year-old mouse; 
Geronimo’s favorite 
nephew 
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Two BLOCKS OF ICE 


It was a cold — I mean, freezing — I mean, 
teeth-chattering Vecember morning. Snow 
covered New Mouse City, and I was trudging 


through it on my way to work. Brrr! My 
paws felt like two blocks of ice. 
I finally got to the office and .. . Oops, silly 
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Wow, look at the 
Way it’s snowing! 








Two BLocks 8S OF IcE 


me! I forgot to introduce myself. My name 
is Stilton, SGZeronimo CSuilton. | am the 
publisher of The Rodent’s Gazette, the most 
famouse newspaper on Mouse Island. 

As I was saying, I got to the office and sat 
down at my desk. But before I could start 
working, a go> umuangp, furry mouse burst 
through the door. It was my grandfather, 
William Shorfpaws, also known as 
CHEAP MOUSE WILLY. Rats! 

Don’t get me wrong, I love my grandfather. 
But for the past month, he has been driving 
me up a clock! 

oceceeee* * — Grandfather is the founder 
° of The Rodent’s Gazette. He 
‘* started it a long, long time 
* ago. He doesn’t work here 


_ anymore. Lately, he’s into 
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a” y¥.° golf. But he still loves to 


William Shortpaws 4 
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Two BLOCKS PR OF ICE 
———<————— a 


stop by the office and check up on things. 

Grandfather is one POQUGH, no- 
nonsense rodent. His favorite saying is: 
ALL WORK AND NO PLAY MAKES A MOUSE RICH, 
RICH, RICH: 

Before I could even squeak, “Hello,” 
Grandfather William began thumping his 
paw on 7 messy desk. A stack of papers 
crashed to the floor. “Grandson, this desk is 
a disgrace! Have you been working or eating 
cheese bonbons? Remember, | built this 
company with ney own bare paws. If you’re 
not careful, I’ga going to come back and 
you ll only be in charge of the water cooler!” 
he thundered, snapping my whiskers. 

I gulped. My worst nightmare is 
my grandfather coming back to head The 
Rodent’s Gazette. And lately, I was afraid he 
might do just that! 








Two BLocks 8k 





“1m doing my best,” I squeaked meekly. 

Grandfather rolled his eyes. “Tell it to the 
paw!” He smirked, holding one paw toward 
me. Then he pulled my whiskers again. And 
stormed out. 

I got right to work. What else could I do? 
I was worried. And besides, I don’t know a 
thing about water coolers. 








I DREAMED I WAS 
SLEEPING 


It snowed every day for a whole 
week. I had to put snowshoes on my paws 
just to get to work! I would have loved to call 
in sick, but I couldn’t. What if Grandfather 
William found out? I’d be out of a job faster 
than you could say “egg and cheese on a 


cream-cheese bagel.” Instead, I got up every 
day at the crack of dawn and dragged myself 
to the office. There I read manuscripts, signed 
checks, and researched stories. I was so busy 


_—— 











I DREAMED I y WAS SLEEPING 


\ 


—_— 


I never even took a lunch break. 
I just Hib bled on some stale 
cheddar crackers that I kept in 
a bowl on my desk. 

Finally, at midnight, I’d head 
home. I was so tired I’d fall into 
my bed and start snoring before 
my snout even hit the pillow. I 
dreamed | was sleeping. 

The days flew by. I was 
exhausted! But I had to keep 
working. | couldn’ 
let Grandfather William take 
over the newspaper. I loved 
my job. Too bad it was taking 
over my life! 


... and fell into 
bed, asleep! 














UNCLE GERONIMO, 
WuHy DIDN’T 
YOU COME? 


On the morning of December 24, something 
AWFUL happened. I was at my office reading 
some mail that had piled up on my desk. | 
came across a #//z from my dear, sweet 
nephew Benjamin. 
When I read it, I 
nearly jumped out 










|S Dear Uncle Geronimo, of my fur. It was 
please, please, please an invitation to his 
mas 


Can you 7 
come to my school’s Christ 


Christmas play. I 


ber 24 j 
play on December vodhaed Ga tall tie 
at 9:00 A.M.? 


— all ‘ / . e 
can't wait to see you! fm | ina K TY oT. 
Love Benjamin fim. \ “December 24!” I 


\. squeaked. “Moldy 
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Way Dipn’t % You Come? 


1” 


mozzarella balls, that’s today!” I was so busy 
with WOFK that I had completely forgotten. 

I ran to Benjamin’s school as fast as my 
paws could carry me. But it was no use. 
When I got there, the play was already over. 

Principal Sharp Whiskers shook his head 
when he saw me. “Mr. Stilton, why are you so 
late? Your nephew is crushed,” he scolded. 

Just then, I noticed a little mouse sitting 
all alone on the stage. It was Benjamin. He 
looked at me sadly. 
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Wuy DIpN’T a You CoME? 


“Uncle Geronimo, why didn’t you come? 
fou always come +0 My Christmas play. 
And this year I had the best part. I was one 
of the fur trees,” he said. 

I felt awful. How could I have let my 
favorite nephew down? I grabbed his paw. 
“Come on, I’m going to buy you an early 
Christmas present,” I said, smiling. 

I took him to the best toy store in 
town, EPBEF WMI WoOSwMes 
Yr) Yo) '{D) ef “2 [FB. Have you ever been there? 
The place is huge! The salesmouse showed 
us a superscary cat mask and a squeak- 
controlled race car. But all Benjamin wanted 
was to go home. When we got there, he ran 
inside before I could even say good-bye. 

I felt lower than a sewer rat. I hung my 
head and headed back to the office. 

What else could I do? I had so much work to do! 
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| DON’T HAVE TIME 
FOR SURPRISES! 


When I got back to the office, I slumped 
behind my desk. What a rotten day. How could 
I have forgotten my favorite nephew? If only 
I didn’t have so much work to do. Just then, 
I noticed the light on my answering machine 
blinking. I hit the MESSAGE button. “Why aren’t 
you at your desk, Geronimo?! Don’t make me 
come in there!” Grandfather William’s voice 
bellowed through the speaker. 

I cringed. Suddenly, I heard a knock at 
the door. Who could jt be? A delivery mouse 
wheeled in a HUGE package. It was 
decorated with a shiny bow and some tiny 
yellow bananas. 

“j love bafiatias! b-a-fi-a-1i-a-s!” 
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I DON’T HAVE TIME wx WFOR SURPRISES! 


I looked around to see who had spoken, but 
didn’t see anyone. 

Then, a sooty gray rat sprang out from the 
package. He was wearing a long trench coat 
and matching hat. 

It was my friend Hercule Poirat. 
the famouse detective! 

He handed me a little PACKAGE. “Surprised, 
Stilton? I wanted to wish you a Merry 
Christmas!” he shouted. 

Before I could respond, I heard a knock 
at the window. 





I Don’T HAVE TIME $ x yy FOR SURPRISES! 


My eyes nearly popped out of my fur. A 
vodent was hanging in front of the window 
ledge. He had a crew cut and big, bulging 
muscles. He was DANGLING from a 
bungee cord. 

I opened the window with shaking paws. 
Was he some kind of spy? Was he from 
another planet? 

“Hey, fellow camper!” the rodent yelled. 
“Just dropping by to say happy holidays!” 

It was my friend Burt Burlyrat, otherwise 
known as B.B. We’d met at a survival boot 
camp deep in the jungle. Why would a 
scaredy-mouse like me go to boot camp? 
Well, that’s another story. 

Now my teeth began to chatter watching 
B.B. sway in the wind. I felt like I was about to 
have a nervous breakdown. Of course, Burt 
didn’t seem to mind that he was dangling 
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; 
forty feet in the 7 












air by a little ( 
CO). Instead 
he just smiled at } 
me and handed me Vy, 
a GIFT-WRAPPED @ 

I was still worrying t 
about B.B. when the ( 
door to my office ( 
slammed open again. j 

“Mt lerw yf Christmas / f 
to you, & r & 
Geronimo!” a 
magnificent /] 
voice sang out. @ 

A beautiful 4 
rat wearing a 


( 
scrumptious ( 


y 
‘s 


I Don’T HAVE TIME §? xf Hy FOR SURPRISES! 

f 

qn cheddar perfume stood in the doorway 
holding a gift. She had amber-colored fur, 
twinkling eyes; and a dazzling smile. It was 
my dear friend Squeaky Sfar. f av) 

Do you know Squeaky? She is a very 

famouse singer. Her | )) Under a Cheddar 
Moon, has been number one on the charts 
for almost a whole year. We met a while ago 
on top of Kilimanjaro during another one 
of my crazy adventures. I’ll have to tell you 


about it sometime. 





ce ae fas 
winrar § 
v “I see you already have guests,” Squeaky v f 
said, smiling. “Why don’t we all go out 
fh for a HOLIDAY lunch and you can open f 
your CEJRISTMIAS GIFTS?” } 
Cheese niblets! I hated to be a Scrooge. 
if But what could I say? | had so much work f 
to do! And what if Grandfather William By 
y decided to stop by? He’d have my tail! ¢ 
“Thanks,” I said. “But I don’t have 
St time. You'll all have to go without me. | wal 
Vv am too busy.” Vv 
Disappointed, my friends headed out f 
the door. Well, except for B.B. He lowered 
fh himself down to the sidewalk, instead. fh 
le tried to wave good-bye, but he never 
looked up. 
f I felt like the WOTFSL friend in the f 


hy 
LG whole world. iy 
AM glyr pigs 


er 


| DON’T HAVE TIME 
TO TRAVEL! 


The SIRO 'W kept falling, thicker and 
thicker. 

I had my snout buried deep in a pile of 
papers when my friend Petunia Pretty Paws 
stopped by. She is a fascinating morse. | 
guess you could say I have had a huge 
@Wecrush on her forever. Too bad 
whenever I’m around her, I turn into a 
babbling, blundering fool. I stammer. I 
stutter. Sometimes I can’t even tell my left 
paw from my right. 

Petunia hugged me. “Geronimo!” she 
squeaked. 

“Yes, um, that’s me, Seronimo Gilton. I 
mean Geronimo Stilton,” I mumbled, gpinning, 
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I DON’T HAVE TIME Pre TRAVEL! 


Petunia GIGGLED and grabbed my paw. 
“I have the most exciting news! I’m headed 
off to Australia after Christmas to film a 
documentary about dolphins. Why don’t you 
come with me?” she squeaked. “Just think, 
right now the sun is shining in Australia.” 

I stared out the window. Oh, it would be so 
nice to get away. Then I looked at the stack 
of papers on my desk. 





te Hit Kar he Ge Kak Ge 


“Ahem, thanks, but I'm really too busy to go,” 
I said. 

Petunia put her paws on her hips. “Yes, yes. 
I know you're a very busy mouse, but there are some 
things in life that are more important than 
work, G,” she scolded. 

I chewed my whiskers. Maybe she was right. 


ZV maybe Ssfould taken brea 
ee —_— ei 


I was just about to say yes to Petunia 
when I noticed the big, framed picture of \ 
Grandfather William on the wall. 
His piercing black eyes seemed to be 
glaring at me. “All work and no play makes a mouse 
rich, rich, rich!” Grandfather’s voice echoed in 
my head. “Get working, Nephew!” 
“Sorry, Petunia,” I muttered as she turned 
and walked out. 








Ae Lik han ok hah Bie 






| aot ee 
RO then, b 
Ye, Gy 





| DON’T HAVE TIME 
TO CELEBRATE! 


After Petunia left, I tried concentrating 
on my work. I didn’t even look out at the 
Falling shoW. I was interrupted by the sound 
of rodents giggling outside my door. 

Suddenly, the door burst open. It was all 
of my coworkers. 

“Merry Christmas to you, Merry Christmas to 
you, Merry Christmas, dear Geronimo!” 
they squeaked at the top of their 
lungs. 









I was feeling grumpier and 


Before I had 
a chance to 


I DON’T HAVE TIME © TO CELEBRATE! 


complain, Shorty Tao grabbed my 
paw. She dragged me away from 
my desk. “Want to help us decorate 
the Christmas tree?” she asked. 

“tk. abeut a (ttle cheesecake! ” Ratsy 
suggested. 

“On a cup of het cheddar?” 
Patty added. 

“Op you could help me hang up the 
mis(letve,” Gigi said, winking. 

I was beginning to get a rat-sized 











headache. I didn’t have time for 
Christmas this year. | had too much 





work to do! 

Right then, everyone broke into 
an ear-piercing chorus of “Jingle 
Bells.” Now even my fur had a 
pounding headache. 

Finally, | couldn't take it anymore. 
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I DON’T HAVE TIME © TO CELEBRATE! 


“Enoooough!” | shrieked. 

A deep silence ¢ey over the room. Everyone 
stared at me, stunned. 

“Ahem, I just want everyone to um, go 
back to work,” I muttered. 


pall Puzzled, Mouseanna waved a 


=> 





photo under my nose. It was a 
picture of the CHRISTALAS 
“2 ARTY we had last year. 

“But, last year, you said you 
wished we could have a Christmas party 
every day!” she squeaked. 


~— 0 Spo == 


‘Last year's party 





I DON’T HAVE TIME © TO CELEBRATE! 


I coughed and thought of Grandfather 
William. “Yes, well, I changed my mind,” I 
mumbled as I slunk back to my office. 

I felt awful. But I had a ton of work to do. 

I sat at my desk and started to read a 
manuscript. Outside, it was quiet. In 
fact, the whole place was quieter 
than THE WHISPERING WHISKERS 
CEMETERY. A horrible thought 
occurred to me: What if my coworkers 





were so mad that they were waiting behind 
my office door? When I opened it, they'd 
throw moldy mozzarella balls at me! 

I peeked out of the door. Everyone was 
seated at their desks, working silently. 

I felt much better. Well, not that much 
better. Everyone did look kind of sad. But at 
least I wasn’t going to get hit with ROTTEN cHeese. 
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| DON’T HAVE TIME 
FOR CHRISTMAS! 


It was getting later and later and snowier 
and snowier. 

I was still up to my snout in WOr'l! 

Just then, my cousin Trap called. 

“Hey, Gerry Berry, what are you still doing 
in the office? Get your tail out here! We’re 
all waiting for you at the family’s Christmas 

qvaP Eve dinner!” he yelled. 

: I shook my head. For some 
reason, I couldn’t think of 
anything but Work, Work, Work. 
4 “1 don't have time for dinners. 
“| don't have time for Christmas. 

I’m just too busy,” I muttered, thinking of 
-. Grandfather William taking over the paper. 
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I DON’T HAVE TIME & FOR CHRISTMAS! 


My sister, Thea, grabbed the phone. 
“Geronimo, don’t give me any of 
your lame excuses!” she ordered. 

Aunt Sweetfur got on the phone 
next. “My dear nephew, Christmas 





won't be the same without 
YOU!” she said, sighing. 
But I had already made 


up my mind. I had to “2 Sweaky 
a coveaker Ko 








finish my work, no 





matter what! 





DING, DONG 
Ld 
r % The snowy night went on. 
~) a I worked and worked and 


oO 
se 
= | 
co 
y 
a 
eQ 


worked until I heard the town’s 
clock strike midnight. 


nd, D and D dy D, 
Ding Dong yt >? yo Pig. go a 
yn? Ng on? Ng yn? Ng 


I was tired. So very tired. I 
wanted to go home and snuggle 


ng Dong Ding Dong Ding Dong Ding Dong 
Butq Buog Buiq Buog Butq Buog burg Bue 


D 

: up in my bed. But it was like 
g there was a little workaholic 
D mouse inside my head. | knew 
if | stopped | would never finish 
g ° 

& anything! 
Butq buog me 
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DING, FFF Don 


Hours later, I finally finished. Now the 
only thing left for me to do was to write a 
story on the xea/ Yur of Christmas to be 
published in the newspaper the next day. 

To get some inspiration, I leafed through a 
book titled The Story of Santa Claus! But I 
was so tired that I fell asleep with my snout 
right in the middle of the book. Snore, snore, 
snore... 


SNORE Oke <_" 

























to ancient 


“ ccording 
a Claus lives 


legend, Sant 


[ 
in Rovaniemi, Finland. 
His house, however! is located 
in a secret and very isolated 


e called Korvatunturl. In 
h, Korvatunturl means 


“Ear Mountain” because it’s 


d like two big bunny ears. 
t Santa can 


t all the 
y: That's 


plac 
Finnis 


| shape 
J \’s from there tha 


= — hear everything tha 
children in the world sa 


how he decides which children deserve his gifts! 
The elves are Santa’s helpers: They make the 
he distributes from his famous sled, pulled by 
faithful reindeer. Here they are! Each reindee 


own name and personality. 





gifts that 
his nine 
r has its 
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————— —— — 
Captain of the 
reindeer team 






Once flew <o high, he - 
almost collided with a 


Like her twin, loves to 
dance 


| 








His antlers always 
point north! 


Is the most gracefu 
and acrobatic of all 
the reindeer 


L 


Believes she should be 
captain of th 


two hu 


Vixen for mo 





e reindeer 





ndred years 
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KNOCK! KNOCK! 


I don’t know how long I had been sleeping, 
but I woke up mid-snore. There was 
somebody knocking at my window. KNOCK, 
KNOCK! A weird little face was squashed 


against the windowpane. 
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KNocK! “pp KNOCK! 


“Moldy mozzarella!” [ squeaked. I was so 
frightened all of my fur stood at attention. 

A shrill little voice yelled back, “Hey there, 
open up. I’ve got something to tell you!” 

My teeth began chattering so hard | 
probably had permanent tooth damage. I’d 
NEVER be able to eat hard cheese again. 
No more supersharp cheddar. No more Swiss. 

I was still thinking about hard cheeses 
when a chubby elf with a tiny beard tumbled 
in through the fireplace. Moldy mozzarella! 
That’s what I get for not opening the window, 
I guess. 

“Are you the thagazin¢ mouse?” he 
asked, looking me up and down SUSPICIOUSLY. 

I blinked. “Well, actually, I run a 
newspaper,” I said. “My name is Stilton, 
Geronimo Siltion.” 

“Yeah, yeah, same thing,” the elf muttered. 
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KNOCK! “pp KNOCK! 


He told me his name was DPirig-Dors. 
Santa Claus had sent him to find me. “He 
wants WOU to come and visit,” the elf 
explained. 

I was shocked. Why would Santa 
c(aus want to see me? Ding-Dong didn’t 
know, either. 

But how could I say no to Santa? 
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a 


I’M Too YOUNG 
TO DIE! 


The next thing I knew, I was sitting in the 
back of a sleigh pulled by nine prancing 
reindeer. 

“Hit it, guys!” Ding-Dong shouted. Instantly, 
the reindeer took off IMbO the lig 

Up, up, up we flew. 





Clouds suite around 
us. I held on for dear 
life. Did I mention I’m AFRAID of flying? 
Meanwhile, Ding-Dong was humming 
happily beside me. “Hey, Magazifie Mous<, 
isn’t this sled awesome?” he shrieked, zipping 
through the sky. Then, before I could squeak, 
“NO! STOP! PM TOO YOUNG TO DIE!” he 
started showing me all of the flying tricks 
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I’M Too YOUNG re TO DIE! 


he could do. The sled dipped and soared up 
and down through the sky. 

My stomach dropped. My fur turned the 
color of moldy cheese. 

“D-d-d-ing-D-d-d-ong!” I stammered. “I 
think I’m g-g-g-oing to b-b-be sick!” 

The elf didn’t answer. He was too busy 
guiding the reindeer to do somersaults in the 
sky. “Yahoo!” he yelled, picking up SPZED. 
What was that old saying? “Never talk to a 
strange elf”? Especially an elf with a name 
like Ding-Dong. 

I was still scolding myself when I noticed 
the air had suddenly grown colder. It was 
downright Whisker-Freezing! 

I opened my eyes. What a magical sight. 
Snow and J€/CLE-covered trees glistened 
like jewels in the moonlight. 

We had reached the North Pole. 
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1. SANTA’'S WORKSHOP 
PPE OLID AED ATUY RVI ANYD 
3. CREATIVE LAB 

4. SANTA'S OFFICE 

5. SLED-LOADING DOCK 
6. REINDEER BARN 


: 7, SLED PARKING SPOT 
SASF 


8. SLED LANDING STRIP 

9. SANTA’S HOUSE 

10. ELVES VILLAGE 

11. GIFT-PACKAGING CENTER 
12. GIFT WAREHOUSE 

13. POST OFFICE 

14. COMPLAINT DEPARTMENT 


& 








OF COURSE I’M 
SANTA CLAUS! 


Seconds later, Ding-Dong pulled the sled 
to a screeching halt in front of a log cabin. 

“This is it, Magazifie Mousé. This is 
where Santa lives,” the elf said. He walked 
up to the door and rang the bell. “It’s me, 
Ding-Dong!” he announced. “I’ve brought 
the thagazin¢ mouse!” 

I coughed. “Well, ahem, actually, sir, lruna 
newspaper. My name is Stilton, Geronimo 
Shilton,” I corrected 

him. . 
A booming 


voice rang out 





from inside. “Of 
course. Come on 
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OF COURSE a I’M SANTA CLAUS! 


in, dear Geronimo, I’ve been waiting for 


ce 


“Would you be, I mean, that is, are you him? 


you!” it said. 
I entered hesitantly. A man rah A 


a big ROUND belly and a 
E LW E E \( white beard sat 


in a comfy +a He wore 





a long, fuz: ZI ' red robe and 
slippers with the initials $2. 


Are you Santa Claus?” I asked, surprised. 

When he laughed, his belly shook like a 
bowlful of jelly “Hiio. Iho. hoe Of 
course I’m Santa Claus!” he said in a deep, 
booming voice. “Who did you think I was? 
The Easter Bunny?” 
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A BIT OF A PICKLE 


Just then, a woman’s voice called out 
sternly, “OK, that’s enough now! Go back to 
sleep, or you'll never G(2T CORERRR” 

A minute later, a chubby woman with white 
hair and sky-blue eyes marched into the room. 
Can you guess who she was? Yep — Mrs. 
Claus, Santa’s wife. 

When she saw me, she stopped and stared. 

I smiled. “Mrs. Claus, my name is Stilton, 
Seronime Silion” I said. 

Suddenly, she broke into a wide 
erin. “Oh, Geronimo.” She beamed. 
“We’ve been waiting for you. 
Please sit down. Can I get you Mrs. dies 
anything? HOT CHOCOLATE? Santta's wigs 
Cookies? A cheddar-cheese log?” She 







a 
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A BIT OF E> A PICKLE 


disappeared into the kitchen. 

I turned my attention to Santa. “But, 
Santa, why? Why did you bring me here?” 
I squeaked. 

Santa sighed. “Well, Geronimo, I seem to be 
in a little bit of a PICKLE. I won't be able to 
deliver the Christmas toys this year,” he said. 

I gasped. What? That was impossible! 
I looked closely at Fanta. Were his legs 
broken? Was he having a bad hair day? That’s 
when I noticed his race It was covered with 


tiny red spots!’ . 
“VIKES!” | otal. 


Santa nodded. “I see you’ve 





noticed my little problem,” 
he said. “Yes, Geronimo, 
, I’ve come down with the 
Santa witl MITEALSILTES right on 


rd sles ° . 9 
ieee my busiest night of the year! 


the 
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A BIT OF &> A PICKLE 
This was awful. Santa # CA) sa 


and the elves had worked YX | 





all year making toys for 
children. And now they 
wouldn’t be able to deliver them. 

A tear fell from Santa’s eye and landed 
in his fluffy white beard. “This is why | 
need your help, Geronimo. I cannot break 
my PROMISE to the children. Will you 
deliver the ‘T OWS?” he asked. 

Me? Deliver toys? I had trouble scampering 
and chewing gum at the same time. 

“Why me, Santa?” I squeaked. 

He smiled. “Because I have read every one 
of your books, dear Geronimo, and you have 
been on so many crazy adventures, this one 
will be a piece of GAke!” he explained. 

I was a DELVOUS wreck. How could I, a 
newspaper mouse, take over Santa’s job? It 
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was such an enormouse responsibility. 
“But what if I mess up? What if the reindeer 
make fun of me?” I squeaked. 


Mrs. Claus put her arm around me. “Of 
course you can do it, Geronimo. You just 
have to believe in yourself,” she said. 

For some reason, that made me feel a little 
better. Maybe delivering the toys wouldn’t 
be so hard after all. “I’ll do it!” I pecipep. 

Santa and Mrs. Claus beamed. Then Santa 
wrote something on a piece of paper. He 
rolled it up, and handed it to me. Then he 
closed his EYES and went right to SI6ep. 

“ett222z2 ...« Finally lean, .. 2222222 
ows OSC... . ZEZZ!” be snorect. 
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WHAT AM I? 
CHOPPED LIVER?! 

On my way out, DPifrig-Dorgs came 
running up to me. “So, Mousey , what did 
Santa tell you?” he asked. 

I sighed. “Santa has the MITEAISILEES. 
He asked me to help him distribute all the 
(TE Yolfxf to children around the world,” 
I said. 

The elf turned blue, then Purple, then 
@reem with envy. 
“WHAT?!” he shrieked. 
“He asked YOU, a 
M:0:0§ E, to help him? 
I don’t believe it!” 


To prove my point, I 
unrolled! the paper. 








<r 





When Ding-Dong finished reading, he 


looked like he was about to explode. “This is 
so unfair! Why did he ask You to help him? 
What am I? Chopped liver?!” he fumed. 
“This is all because I got a few speeding 
tickets. What’s the big deal?” 

I decided not to mention that doing 
somersaults with the sleigh probably didn’t 
help, either. I felt sort of sorry for the little elf. 

“Well, I guess you need to know how to 
get to fanta’s workshop,” he grumbled. 
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WHAT AM |? @ AS CHOPPED LIVER?! 


“Follow me. I’ll probably have to tell you 
how EVERYTHING works, too.” 

I nodded. “Ahem, well yes, thank you. 
To be honest, I don’t know anything about 
making (TH YolfxfYs) at all,” I confessed. 

Ding-Dong rolled his eyes. “I kind of 
guessed it. Imaginea hagaziN«€ Mouse 


running Santa’s toy factory! What |.-°*"*": " 


do you know about toys? All you a 





know about is your silly little ; 
thagazifv<!” he complained. 


I wanted to point out that The 
Rodent’s Gazette was a newspaper, but I 
figured that now wasn’t the time. Ding-Dong 
was already in a jealous rage. There was no 
telling what he might do next! Throw a fit. 
Throw a TANTRUM. Throw a large, skull- 
crushing stone. Instead, I followed him 
quietly into a huge log WAREHOUSE. 
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WHAT AM I? GAR Crorren LIVER?! 


That is, I tried to follow him, but he 
slammed the door in my snout. “ c 
I screamed. 

He snickered. “Oops, sorry, M OuUs¢Y.” 

I practiced my deep yoga breathing. Stay 
calm, | told myself. No use getting worked 
up over a JEALOUS ELF. Still, I had to admit, 
Ding-Dong was really starting to get under 


my fur. 








&. 


INSIDE SANTA’S 
WORKSHOP 


Massaging my snout, I stumbled into 
Santa’s iw) Yo) Yr) £9) Ys) £4) Yo) Yr). What 
an amazing place! The sound of whirring 
and buzzing machines filled 
the air. Elves bustled about here 






and there, making dolls and 
baby blocks, toy traims 
and trac iks, baseball 
bats and balls, and 
soft, COBBLY TEDDY 
BEARS. Some 
tapped away at 
computer keyboards, 
programming the 


latest Y! DE© games. 


57 





—— 

A 
ad 
A 


| 
| 


| 
A 


wi 


7 
eS 


=," 


X 
Qi 


o 
way te F 


ar arm 


—h YH eww, 


~OS 
Sy, 


a2 
X 


NON 
os 


a ig 

ss / OSS Gath 
S j y | 

ae ‘ } / 


Ge 


\i aE 


Ee" 


» 


J 
\ 


/, Y, 


DS 
Lo) -. © : 


y 
/ 





INSIDE SANTA’S & WORKSHOP 


Others were busy painting 
smiling faces on dolls in 
all different sizes, shapes, and 
colors. 

There were so many things to 
look at I didn’t know what to 
check out first. Then I noticed 
a small printing press. It was 
churning out a stack of children’s 
baaks. How perfect! I mean, 
what better gift is there than a 
book? 

Just then, an elf working the 
printing press noticed me. “Hey, 
everybody, it’s Geronimo Stilton! 
He’s come to help Santa!” he 
shouted. 

“Three CHEER for Geronimo 
Stilton!” another elf added. The 
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INSIDE SANTA’S & WORKSHOP 


room erupted in cheers. 

I felt so welcomed. I felt so honored. I felt 
so much pain. I looked down. 

Ding-Dong had just dropped a HEAVY 
wooden box right on my paw. I let out a yelp. 
‘Cheese niblets!) ---°""*---. 

“Oops, so sorry, Mousey. 7 (Hineliong™ 
smirked. ' 

Stay calm, | told myself as I gnashed my ° 
teeth. 





Ar, 
STOP THE CLOCK 


The elves helped me load all of the gifts 
onto the sleigh. Then one of them handed me 
a loOoONG list of names and addresses. 
I was just glancing over them when Ding- 


Dong backed the sled up, right over my tail. 
«“Vikkes!> 1 cried. ie 


The elf giggled under his breath. “Oops, 
SO SOIT, Mous¢y .” he murmured. 





STOP THE Sip LOGE 


Stay calm, | told myself as I twisted my 
throbbing tail up in knots. 

The sled was packed. The reindeer were in 
place. Everything was ready. There was just 
one thing I had to ask before I left. 

“How am I ever going to deliver all of 
these gifts in just one ? There are 
millions of kids all over the world!” I cried, 
worried. I pictured the headlines the day 
after Christmas: SANTA IS A NO-SHOW IN 
GREECE! NO TOYS FOR TOTS IN NORTH 
AMERICA! 

But Mrs. Claus just smiled. “Don’t worry, 
Geronimo,” she said. “Tonight is a fra gic al 
night. Time will stop only for you. That way, 
you will be able to give out all of the gifts.” 

Cheesecake! I was impressed. If I could 
make time stop, I’d get all of my work done 
on time. I’d make it to Benjamin’s play. 
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STOP THE — _~ = CLOCK 


Maybe I’d even be the first mouse in line at 
Cheesy Doughnuts on Sunday mornings. 

I was still thinking about cheesy doughnuts 
as I waved good-bye to Santa and Mrs. Claus. 

“Have a nice trip, Geronimo!” the elves 
called. Well, except for Ding-Dong. I’m 
pretty sure he stuck his tongue out at me. 

Two minutes later, we took off into the 
sky. The reindeer SOARZD through the 
clouds. A sense of peace and calm fell over 
me. The reindeer knew exactly where to go. 
We stopped in every city, large and small. 
We stopped on islands and in tiny villages. 
It was an amazing ride! As I dropped off 
the gifts in each place, I pictured the faces 
of the happy children opening them the 
next day. 

Christmas truly was a (VI Al Gi CAUL 


holiday! 
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Not JUsT ANY 
OLD ELF 


Finally, I delivered the LOIS gift. 
It was for a little girl named Zoe in 
a small village in Africa. I wished | 





could stay and learn more about the 
people who lived there. But I had to 


Not JUST ANY 





get the sled back to the North Pole. And 
besides, how would I explain why a mouse 
was dressed up in a Santa suit? | 

The reindeer headed back to Santa’s 
WORKSHOP. I was glad. My tummy had been 
rumbling for a while now. I couldn’t wait for 
one of Mrs. Claus’s delicious cheddar logs. 

As we drew closer to the toy factory, I 
noticed an elf in the middle of the snow. And 
not just any old elf. It was Ding-Dong. He 
was sitting all alone by a FROZEN lake, 
staring into the night. 

“Hey, Ding-Dong!” I called. “Hop in. Ill 
give you a ride back to the village.” 

The {2{Ll? looked up at me and rolled 
his eyes. “Well, if it isn’t Mr. big Shot 
Magazifi¢ Mousé,” he snorted. “Don’t 
you have more presents to deliver?” He 
stormed out onto the frozen lake and started 
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Not Just ANY AF%9 OLD ELF 


— 


twirling around. “Look at me!” he yelled. 
“I’m Santa Mouse. Squeak! Squeak!” 
Suddenly, there was loud CRAS K! I 
stared in horror as the ice split open. 
“Watch out!” I squeaked. It was too late. 
Within seconds, Ding-Dong had vanished 
beneath the cy waters of the frozen lake. 
Without thinking, I scampered out 
after him. My paws made the I¢@ creak 
NOISILY beneath me. I was a nervous 
wreck. What if I couldn’t save Ding-Dong? 
I lay down on the ice and slid toward 
the elf. I could just make out his tiny hand 
waving desperately in the air. 
“Help! he cried in a shaky voice. 
Quickly, I took off my belt and threw it 
toward him. “Grab the other end!” 
Ding-Dong grabbed the belt. Very slowly, I 
managed to pull him out of the freezing 
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Not JusT ANY 7 





2) OLD ELF 


water. I wrapped him up in my warm 
red. jacket. Then I brought him back to the 
village. 

Santa and Mrs. Claus were shocked to see 
what had happened to Ding-Dong. Mrs. Claus 
made him lie on the sofa. She gave him a cup 
of warm milk with lots of MOTLEY. 

After he warmed up, Ding-Dong threw 
me a shy smile. “Guess you’re not such 
a bad thous¢ after all, G¢roftitno,” 
he said. Then he jumped up and shook 
my paw. 

I grinned. Ding-Dong wasn’t big on words. 
But I knew he 
was grateful that 
I had saved 
his life. 


Friends! 
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CHEDDAR LOGS 
FOR EVERYONE 


I was feeling warm and happy. What a 
night! I sat by the fire with S$qy¢q and Mrs. 
Claus, chatting away, munching on treats, 
and drinking cups of HOT CHOCOLATE. 
Mrs. Claus’s cheddar logs really are out of 
this world! 

“How can I ever thank you for all that you 
have done, Geronimo?” Santa asked. 

I shook my head. “Mmmfl, mmmnnfll,” I 
mumbled, my mouth full of cheese. 

“Ho! Ho! Ho?!> te chuckled. “I 
thought you might not ask for anything in 
return. You’re areal genllemouse, Geronimo 
Stilton.” He laughed. “But I want to give you 
a Zikt anyway.” 
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CHEDDAR LOGS 22). FOR EVERYONE 





I wondered what Santa would give me. 
A new suit? A tie? A box of chocolate 
Cheesy Chews? My mouth began to water 
just thinking about it. 

But instead of a wrapped gift, Santa pulled 
out a stack of letters. He explained that the 
letters were from Chhildirem all over the 
world. “Every year, I get letters from children 
asking for dolls and teddy bears, race cars 
and bicycles. But once in a while, I get a letter 
from a child asking for something I cannot 





CHEDDAR LOGS = FOR EVERYONE 


make,” he said. “It makes me very sad. But 
this year, I think you can help me with one of 
those letters, Geronimo.” 

He flipped through the envelopes and 
handed me a tiny sheet of paper. I couldn’t 
believe my eyes. It was a letter from my 
favorite nephew, Benjamin: 





@ 
CHEDDAR LOGS a FOR EVERYONE 


My heart dropped. “But I love my nephew 
with all my heart!” I protested. “I always 
make time for him.” 

Just then, Santa pulled out a tiny black 
book. “According to my notes, Geronimo, 
the last time you played with your nephew 
Benjamin was exactly QNE month and 
TWELVE days ago,” he said quietly. 

Yikes! How EMBARRASSING, How 
MORTIFYING. How true! My fur turned 
beet-red. I hadn’t been spending much time 
at all with Benjamin lately. I was so busy 
with WORK | had forgotten him. 

“The veal if tril of Christmas isn’t just about 
spending money on gifts, dear Geronimo,” 
Santa said. “0% 5 whow/ sponding lime 
urtth the ones we tove.” 

I nodded. Santa was right. Even though 
it made me sad, I was glad he had shown 
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CHEDDAR LOGS = FOR EVERYONE 


me Benjamin’s letter. | would never want 
to hurt my nephew. I couldn’t wait to get 
back to Mouse Island to see him. But first, 
I decided to take a quick snooze. After all, 
traveling around the world in one night can 
really take a lot out of a mouse. 


Map, 
ye bo & G4 Z 
0" 


\\ 











THE MOST 
IMPORTANT THING 





I was happily snoring away when a loud 
knock woke me up. Was it SANTA? 

I blinked and looked around. What was 
happening? I was sitting behind my desk 
at The Rodent’s Gazette. “)\ streamed 
through the window. It was morning. How 
very strange. Had I been sleeping? Was my 





THE MOST & IMPORTANT THING 
__ Tin Moor yg, Serene Tameo 


adventure with 
Santa all just a 
dream? 

Iwas stilltrying 
to make sense of 
everything when 
I heard another 
loud knock at 
my door. Two seconds later, Grandfather 





William burst into the office. 

Cheese niblets, here it comes, | thought. 
Grandfather's going to pull out my whiskers 
now that he’s caught me sleeping on the job. 
But instead of squeaking about my sleeping 
on the job, Grandfather William began 
squeaking about something else. 

“Grandson! What are you still doing in 
the office?” he thundered. “We waited for 
you all last night. It’s Christmas! You need 
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THE Most E> IMPORTANT THING 


to be with the rodents you lowe!” 

I was so confused. “But, Grandfather, you 
kept telling me that I needed to WORK, WORK, 
WORK. You said you would take over my 
job if I didn’t,” I stammered. 

Grandfather William chuckled. “Oh, 
Grandson, you’re so SUllible! Don't 
you know a joke when you hear one?” he 
squeaked. “Work is important. But your 
family is the most important thing in the 
world!” 

With that, Grandfather William turned 
and left the office. Right then, I remembered 
something. I had never Written my 
article on the Ze purl of Chrishenas 

I wracked my brain for ideas. But I couldn’t 
think of a thing. Not one sentence. Not one 
word. I was a big blank. 

What could | do? 
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ONE MORE 
CHEESE LOG 


Right then, I remembered something my 
aunt C Yweelfur used to tell 
me when I was a young 
mouse. Just before I left 
for school she’d say, “The 





brain cannot function 

if the body is not well fed. 
Always eat a good breakfast and 
you ll be able to concentrate better.” 

I fixed myself a n rCe cup of HOT 
CHOCOLATE and a fresh cheese log. As | 
sat nibbling on the yummy cheese log, | 
thought about my visit with Santa and Mrs. 
Claus. Oh, what a wonderful dream! 

An idea popped into my head. That was 
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it! I could write about my 
amazing d/cedin. 

Isat down at my computer 
and began typing away. 
My paws flew across the 
keyboard like fluttering 
butterflies. | had so much 
to tell. So much to share. I 
wrote about flying with the 
reindeer, visiting Santa’s 
Toy Factory, and meeting 
Santa and Mrs. Claus. | 
even wrote about Ding- 
Dong and his fall through 
the ice. I felt like I would 
never stop typing. But 
finally, I did. 





ONE MORE o> CHEESE LOG 


I leaned back in my chair 


© 
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and sighed happily. Who 
yy knew you could learn so 
much from a d/L€4[a? Sh 
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I’M SORRY 


Before I left the office, I decided to make 
a few phone calls. Well, maybe more than a 
few. In fact, I guess you could say I called 
EVERYONE. All of my friends, 
my relatives, my coworkers. 
cent BIB 


We'll have ® = el 
Christm4> 





RING! 4 
RIN G! 
<4 
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I’M xs SORRY 
I needed to tell everyone | a 
Hf 

I invited them all to my house. 
“We'll have a great big Christmas 
party,” I said. “Bring your friends, bring 
your family. We’ll all celebrate together! 


After all, that’s what the true Christmas 
spirit is all about!” 


was Sorry for ignoring them. 





Everyone accepted the invitation. I was 
SO EY CITED. | was finally getting 
into the CAristmas spirit. I couldn’t wait 
to celebrate with my friends and family. I 
grabbed my coat and ran home as fast as my 
paws would carry me. 

But when I got there, I realized I had 
forgotten a few things. I didn’t have any food 
in my fridge. I didn’t have any Christmas 
decorations hung up. I didn’t even 
have a single present. 
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Putrid cheese puffs! What was I 
thinking? I would never be able to get 
everything together in such a short time! 


| ping-Dong! 
‘<= f IW, 
at Ding-Dong! 
agua: =: 
awn 8 
aw! 
. 4 s 





I’M SORRY 


But just as I was about to pull out all of my 
fur, the doorbell FANG. Way 
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WE CAME TO HELP 
YOU, GERONIMO! 


I raced to my front door and yanked it 
open. A huge crowd stood on my doorstep. 
I tried to shoo them away. I didn’t have time 
for visitors. I didn’t have time for carolers. 
I didn’t have time for salesmice. I had very 
dear pie 195 and a wil 4 coming over! 

“It’s Christmas,” I squeaked. “Don’t you 
rodents have somewhere to go?” 

The mice laughed . “We came to help you 
set up for the party, Geronimo!” they shouted. 

I blinked. Oops. When would I ever 
learn to stop putting my paw in my mouth? 
Standing right in front of me were my very 
dear friends and family! 


In a flash, my house was BUSTLING. 





88 





= 23) J =f vos Xe 
\ Ny NY , 
3 Ue}? 





Pad 
We CAME TO HELP @an@> YOu, GERONIMO! 


Some mice decorated the Christmas 
tree. 

Some started a fi €-in the fireplace. 

Others set the TABLE. 

And my good friend Saucy Le Paws 
whipped up a super fabumouse cheesy 
lasagna. Do you know Saucy? He’s one of 
the most famouse chefs on Mouse Island. 

It was truly a wonderful party. In fact, 
I think I could honestly say it was the best 
Christmas \ ever had. Cross my paws over 
my ! 

It felt good to have my friends and family 
around. I had been so busy with work at the 
office, | had forgotten how much I enjoyed 
just hanging out and squeaking with the 
ones | loved. 

I raised my glass and made a FO ASF. 
“Thank you all for COMING today. OF 








90 


WE CAME TO HELP  { =~ YOu, GERONIMO! 


ee 2 
lake over, and SF frvromtse lo 
never tel thal happen aga. 
AS love you all too much /” \ said. 
Everyone clapped and fisgged me. Well, 
everyone except my obnoxious cousin Trap. 





He was too busy stuffing his snout with 
lasagna. That mouse would eat me out of 
house and hole 
if I let him. 








SNOW, SNOW, AND 
MORE SNOW! 


We were so busy celebrating, no one 
noticed the SNOW piling up outside. 
When I finally looked out the window, the 
SNOW was five feet high. And it was still 


coming down! 






W825 Of New wy ice Citys 


we neeq ‘ 
“Verybo dy’ Ss nel? 






SNow, SNOW, AND »=&< More SNow! 


“Holey cheese!” I squeaked. “We’ve never 
had this kind of a BIVZZ@Pd in New 
Mouse City before!” 

I turned on the TW. We all huddled around 
it to hear the news. The entire city was 
buried under snow! The sick and the elderly 
could not get around because the snow 
BLOCKED the streets. 

New Mouse City’s mayor, the Honorable 
Frederick Fuzzypaws, appeared on the 
screen. 

“Citizens of New Mouse City, we have a 
BiG problem!” he announced. “The city 
is paralyzed by snow. Ambulances cannot 
get to sick rodents. Fire engines cannot get 
to fires. Cheese delivery trucks cannot get to 
the Stop and Squeak.” 

Next to me, my cousin looked faint. “No 
cheese?” he gasped in HORROR. 
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~ More Snow! 





SNow, SNOW, AND > 


On the screen, the mayor continued. “There 
is only one way to fix this problem. I ask that 
every mouse pick up a shovel. Together, 
we can help New Mouse City!” 

I turned off the * » Bretyone looked at one 
another. It was so \\/ I /\| 32 I “4 and cozy 
inside my mouse hole. And it was so cold 
outside. But our city needed us. We armed 
ourselves with shovels and headed outside. 


We shoveled sidewalks and driveways. 





We shoveled front steps and back steps. 
We even St OVELE the whole town 
square. I was so tired I thought my paws 
would fall off. Did I mention I’m not much 
of aMUSCLE MOUSE? Still, I kept on 
shoveling. By nightfall, the streets of New 
Mouse City were finally cleared. 

We celebrated by drinking cups of steaming 


HOT CHOCOLATE. | was exhausted, but 
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SNOW, SNOW, AND MOoRE SNOW! 


I was happy. I hugged my nephew Benjamin. 
I had no gift to give him this year — except 
for the gift of myself. 

“From now on, | will not let work get 
in the way of our relationship,” I told him. 
“I will always make time for my favorite 
nephew.” 

Benjamin’s eyes LUT up. I smiled. Outside, 
a cold December wind rattled the windows. 
But inside, I felt warm and peaceful. 

Oh, what a strange and wonderful 
Christmas it had been. I’d learned so much 
from my dP€a about the North Pole. 
I thought about Santa and Mrs. Claus. 
I thought about the @lhwes and the 
reindeer. I even thought about Ding-Dong, 





my new elf friend. It all seemed so real! 
I stared out the window thinking about 
everything. And for a minute I thought 
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SNOW, SNOW, AND | MORE SNOW! 


I could almost hear a tiny voice in the 
distance calling, “Merry Christmas 
lo all, and lo all a good n ight! . 








Gather pinecones that have 
fallen from the trees and dust 
them lightly with a soft brush. 





-Paint each pinecone with either 
the gold or silver paint. 





While the paint is still wet, p> yee ~ 
sprinkle glitter on top to ge 


make the pinecones sparkle. 





‘Wrap the yarn around the base of each 
pinecone. Tie the two ends of the yarn 
together to make a loop. 


Hang the pinecone as a decoration on ° 
your Christmas tree! 
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Scented Half-Moons 


What you need: three oranges, Knife, 





cutting board, red or green ribbon 


14 Ask an adult to slice the oranges in 

half, and then in half again on a cutting 
board, so that you have the shape of 
a half-moon. Let them dry someplace 
warm for five days. The top of a 


radiator is an ideal place. 


When the oranges are completely 2 4 
dried, ask an adult to poke a 


hole through the top of each slice. 








£Y Thread a small piece of ribbon 
through the hole. Tie the two ends 


together and make them into a bow. 






Hang this decoration on your 4g 
Christmas tree. It will give the whole 


room a wonderful scent. 
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Colon Fad Decorations 


What you need: Styrofoam balls, Popsicle sticKs, glue, 





different -Cole ored | drié >of SCECC ds (green lentils red beans 


Ar 7 . =r 1 Pe 1or — ~ ~ Pa / ; - 
corn, and sunflowel SCECC 1s), Vd NI: 1, bre t Shes rea ribbon 


Push a Popsicle stick into a Styrofoam ball. 
Brush a thin layer of glue onto the ball. Take a 
handful of the same kind of colored seeds and 
glue them onto the ball. Be sure to place them 
very close to one another. Let them dry well. 


Spread varnish over the LY 
seeded ball with a brush. 


pros the varnish is dry, 

remove the Popsicle stick from 
the ball. Take the ribbon and 
wrap it around the ball as if you are wrapping 
a gift, leaving a few inches of ribbon on either 
end. Tie these into a bow to hang on the 


Christmas tree. 


Repeat the steps above with ag 
the rest of the balls, using all 


the different types of seeds. 
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Take the round cookie cutter, and with the 
pencil, trace it on yellow construction paper. 
Cut out the shape with safety scissors. 





Using the other cookie cutter, trace a star: 
in the center of the yellow circle. | 


SO 2 yy Cut out the star with the safety 
SF és} P— scissors. The circle should now 
have a star-shaped hole in its center. 


| Use a glue stick to apply the transparent paper 
“behind the circle and cut out the excess paper 
around it. On the right side, carefully apply glue on 
the transparent paper, and sprinkle glitter over the hollow star. 






Ask an adult to make a hole at the top. 

of the decoration. Thread ared ribbon }& 
through the hole, make a loop, and hang it 
on your Christmas tree. 





i Noahs Hi lle 


What you need: 


] © Take the cylinder and cut 2-inch rings 
from it with the safety scissors. Cut as 
many as you can from one cylinder. 





With the zigzag scissors, cut the 
red felt into 3-inch-wide strips. Glue 
them around the cardboard rings. 





3 With the zigzag scissors, cut the 
green felt into |-inch-wide strips. Make 
sure to cut the felt long enough to wrap 
completely around the tube. Glue the 
strips around the middle of the red 
felt on the cardboard rings. 










With the safety scissors, cut hearts from 
the red felt. Glue them on the center of 
the green felt strip on each ring. 





Jolly Tree Place Cards 


What you need: green construction papen pencil 





Draw a Christmas tree on green wv 
construction paper. Use the 
safety scissors to cut around the 
tree. 





With your silver 

or gold pen, write the name of 

a guest and a little message on 
every tree. For example, ! love you very 
much! Or, You are sweeter than 
a cheesecake! 


Fold the trunk £Y 
of the tree to 


make a stand, as shown. 











PN ame a We 
A Christmas Box 


What you need: tracing paper, pencil, white construction paper or 
computer paper, safety scissors, a cardboard box, two sponges, 
red, green, blue and white paint, thin paintbrush, varnish 


With the paintbrush, paint the cardboard box 
and lid blue. 


Take the tracing paper and trace the 
reindeer on the right with the pencil. Trace 
the Christmas tree from the previous page 

as well. Transfer them to white construction 
paper or computer paper. 






Carefully cut out the reindeer and the tree 
with the safety scissors. Do this without cutting 
from the edge of the paper. You may need to 
fold the paper to do this. Discard the deer and 
tree and keep the hollowed paper. 






Lay the hollowed paper with the deer 
outline on top of the cardboard box. Take 
a sponge, dip it in the red paint, and use it 
to color the inside of the deer outline. 











5 Take the outline of the tree 
and place it on the side of 
the box. Dip the other sponge 
into the green paint and use it 
to color the inside of the tree 


outline. 





With the paintbrush and the white 
paint, make lots of small dots TY 
around the reindeer and the trees. 

These should look like snow! 


When the colors have dried 
Ww thoroughly, brush the entire 

box with varnish and let 

it dry thoroughly. 











Christmas Cookies 


What you need: 4 cups all-purpose flour 


| cup butter, cut into small pieces, at room temperature 
3-quart mixing bowl 
wooden spoon 
| Cup sugar 
grated lemon peel from one large lemon 
pinch salt 
4 large egg yolks 
[4 teaspoons vanilla extract 
plastic wrap 
star-shaped cookie cutter 


flour for work surface 





rolling pin 
ASK AN ADULT TO 
HELP YOU! cookie sheet 
plastic bags 


colored ribbon 


14 Ask an adult to preheat the oven to 400°F. 








wax 


Place flour and butter in the 3-quart mixing bowl. 
Using fingertips, rub the flour and butter together 
until the mixture resembles crumbly, coarse 

cornmeal. Stir in sugar, grated lemon peel, and salt. 


Make a well, or hole, in the center of $Y 
the flour mixture. Place the egg yolks 
and vanilla into the well. Using your 


fingertips, quickly and evenly mix dough 
together. Shape dough into a smooth ball. 








Wrap the cookie dough in_ plastic wrap. 
Refrigerate 30 minutes or until ready to use. 


5 4 Divide the dough into two balls. Work with one ball 
at a time. Keep the remaining ball chilled. 


Using a rolling pin, roll the ball of dough 
out on a lightly floured surface. Using 


the star-shaped cookie cutter, cut out 
twelve cookies. Transfer to the cookie sheet. 
Ask an adult to place the cookie sheet in the 
preheated oven and bake for approximately 10 
to |2 minutes, or until the cookies are golden brown. 


Ask an adult to remove from the 
oven, and let the cookies cool. 
Repeat to make more cookies. Put 


some cookies into each plastic bag 
and close it with a bright ribbon. 















My Christmas B ook. 


Create a special book where you can write how, where, 
and with whom you spend Christmas Day each year. 


What you need: red construction paper, a large 
notebook, pencil, safety scissors, glue, different 
colored felt-tip pens 





Place a sheet of red construction 

paper on top of an opened 

notebook cover. With a pencil, 

trace the outline of the notebook. Cut out 
the shape of the notebook with your safety scissors. 
Glue it on to the cover of the notebook. Be sure the 
entire notebook, front and back, is covered with the red 
construction paper. 


PY On the cover, write the title of the book with 

your favorite color felt-tip pen: My Christmas 
Book. Use your imagination to decorate it. You 
may draw on it or cut out Christmas symbols or 
pictures and glue them on the cover. 








Fill out the book by writing your feelings, 

funny happenings, Christmas menu, etc. Glue in 
photos, drawings, Christmas cards, and anything 
that will remind you of the past Christmas. 


w 





The Real Christmas ° wd 
Spirtt CZ é 


X 


~~ 
Celebrating it wee the people you love! 4 
S 


Spending more time with whoever needs it the most! @ 
j 
Making somcone who feels alone happy! Ww 
Giving up something in rer to give it to others! ~ 
of 


Thinking about ngs Kau are important in life! 


4 


NN 
Learning to Lian. Ge your cyes open! 4 
~~ 
The Christmas _ should stay we 
heart all long... é 


Act as if it were Christmas wf 


every day! of 


i I'M TOO FOND 
OF MY FUR! — 





Lost Ireasure #2 The Curse #3 Ca on id #4 ‘m Too Fond 
of the Emerald Eye of the Cheese Mouse ir a of My Fur! 


Pyramid Haunted House 
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PAWS OFF, 
CHEDDARFACE! 
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#10 All Be 
’ ¢ i i - | T tel Y ’ 
Qa up. Hallov een, You 


‘Fraidy Mouse! 







WATCH YOUR 
__ WHISKERS, | 
\ STILTON! 
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#15 The Mone #16 A Cheese- #17 Watch Your #18 Shipwreckon #19 My Name Is 
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Mousa Code Colored Camper = Whiskers, Stilton! the Pirate Islands —_ Stilton, Geronimo 
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#20 Surf’s Up #21 The Wild, 


Geronimo! Wild West 


THE SEARCH FOR 
SUNKEN TREASURE 
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#25 The Search 
r SS Biot 
Tor Sunken 

Treasure 











#29 Down and 


Out Down Under 
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#34 Geronimo 


n, Secret 


#33 Geronime 


and the Gol Stilto 
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#30 Geronimo 's 


‘ Valentine 





#23 Valentine’s 
Day Disaster 
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#32 Val 


iT 





ra 
ley of the 
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= Across America 
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#38 A Fabumouse #39 Singing The Karate ghty #42 The Pec 

Schoo! | Adventure Sensation | Mouse | ie { Pumpkin Thief 
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#43 I'm Nota #44) The Gian #45 Save the © #46TheHaunted #47 Run for the 
Supermouse: Diamond Robbery White Whale! Castle Hills, Geronimo! 





, - ‘ y L aa . —_ ‘ 
#48 The Mystery #49 The Way of #50 This Hotel Is #51 Th The 452M suse'lil 
in Venice a - murai Haunted Enormouse Pearl Space! 





# 56 Fight o fthe Special Edition: 
di The Hunt for the 
Golden Book 


#53 Rumble in #54 Get into 





Gear, Stilton! 
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Th ea Stilton und the 


T rhea Sti 
Mystery in Paris 
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Th en Sti to} n al nd the 


Secret of the Old Castle 














Thea Stilton and the 
Dancing Shadows © 
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| Thea Stilton an d the 
Legend of Fire 
Flowers 













AND THE 


DRAGON/SIKCODE 


Thea Stilton and th ise a Stilton and the 
Dragon’s Cod Mountain of Fire Gh 





Thea Stilton. and the 
ost of the Shipwreck 





Th Stilton and the Thea Stilton a and the 
herry Blossom Adventure Star Castaways — 





Thea Stilton and the Thea Stilton and the ‘Thea Stilton and the Mystery 
Blue Scarab Hunt Prince’s Emerald on the Orient Express 
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AND THE 
SPANISH DANCE 
BAISSION 
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is Dance Mission Journey to the Lion’s Den Great Tulip Heist 
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FANTASY 


(BSCHOLASTIC 


THE KINGDOM THE QUEST FOR 
OF FANTASY PARADISE: 


THE RETURN TO THE 
KINGDOM. OF FANTASY 








7 Gerénimo Stilt 
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THE AMAZING - VOLCANG 









VOYAGE: Y: NOE FIRE: 
THE THIRD ADVENTURE THE FOU RTH "ADVENTURE THE FIFTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY F FANTASY — OF FANTAS 





Check out 
these very 
special editions 
featuring me 
and the Thea 
Sisters! 
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HE JOURNEY 


TE THE SECRET OF 
TO ATLANTIS THE FAIRIES 


' Meet a 
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFU 





.\ 


7) ‘ 


1, Geronimo Shilton, have a lot of mouse 
friends, but none as spooky as my friend 
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR! She is an 
enchanting and MY$T@RJOU$ mouse with a pet 
bat named Bitewing. I’m a real ’fraidy 
mouse, but even I think CREEPELLA and her 
family are L\VNILAWLLULY fascinating. I can’t wait 
for you to read all about CREEPELLA in these 
and spectacularly spooky tales! 
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Geronimo Stilton @) 2 Gori Stiton @) 
CaBEPELLA VoN CxCKLEFUR CaeePeLia vox CackLeruR 


MEET ME IN 
HORRORWOOD 













= SEs CHMOLASBTIC ne’ : na) — S 
#1 The Thirteen #2 Meet Me In #3 Ghost Pirate 
Ghosts Claman cytes! Treasure 
2 ames Ww ) 2 *Geronimo Stilton 


CarePetia vox CycnLerun 


a 


Cees vox CrckLerur 





#4 Return of the #5 Fright Night 
Vampire 


vieet 
SERONIMO STILTONOOT 











He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s — 
ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village 
of Old Mouse City. From dealing with G& Sal 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, i) | = 
his life in the Stone age) is full 
of adventure) 
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#1 The Stone #2 Watch Your #3 Help, I’m in #4 The Fast and 
of Fire Tail! Hot Lava! the Frozen 
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ABOUT TH UTHOR 
Born in New Mouse City, Mo 


Island, GERONIMO fe oa) 


Rattus Emeritus of Mousomorphic 






Literature..and of Ratonic 





mparative Philosophy. For the 





past twenty years, he has been 


u ‘ee 


™ - Stilton was awarded the Ratitzer Prize for his 


< a Sei , 
running The Rodent’s Gazette, 







most widely read daily newspaper. 


scoops on The Curse of the Cheese Pyramid and @ 
The Search for Sunken TedSure. He h 






received the PMersen 2000 Prize for P ali 


. = a We ae Pee 
the Year. One of his bestsellers won the 2002 eBook 


_ Award for world’s best ratlings’ electronic book. His 
@ works have been published all over the globe. a 


In hissspare time, Mr. Stilton collects antique 








XS, 


enjoys is telling stories to his nephew Benjamin. 
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2. Printing presses (where the books *~ 
and newspaper are printed) te 

3. Accounts department 

4. Editorial room (where the editors, 
illustrators, and designers work) 

5. Geronimo Stilton’s office 

6. Helicopter landing pad 








Map of New Mouse City 


Industrial Zone 
Cheese Factories 
Angorat International 
Airport 

WRAT Radio and 
Television Station 
Cheese Market 

Fish Market 

Town Hall 

Snotnose Castle 

The Seven Hills of 
Mouse Island 

Mouse Central Station 
Trade Center 

Movie Theater 

Gym 

Catnegie Hall 

Singing Stone Plaza 
The Gouda Theater 
Grand Hotel 

Mouse General Hospital 
Botanical Gardens 
Cheap Junk for Less 
(Trap’s store) 

Aunt Sweetfur and 
Benjamin’s House 
Mouseum of 

Modern Art 
University and Library 


The Daily Rat 

The Rodent’s Gazette 
Trap’s House 

Fashion District 

The Mouse House 
Restaurant 
Environmental 
Protection Center 
Harbor Office 
Mousidon Square 
Garden 

Golf Course 
Swimming Pool 
Tennis Courts 
Curlyfur Island 
Amousement Park 
Geronimo’s House 
Historic District 
Public Library 
Shipyard 

Thea’s House 

New Mouse Harbor 
Luna Lighthouse 

The Statue of Liberty 
Hercule Poirat’s Office 
Petunia Pretty Paws’s 
House 

Grandfather William's 
House 
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Stray 
Cat 
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This way to the Sea of Mice 
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Big Ice Lake 

Frozen Fur Peak 
Slipperyslopes Glacier 
Coldcreeps Peak 
Ratzikistan 
Transratania 

Mount Vamp 
Roastedrat Volcano 
Brimstone Lake 
Poopedcat Pass 
Stinko Peak 

Dark Forest 

Vain Vampires Valley 
Goose Bumps Gorge 


. The Shadow Line Pass 


Penny Pincher Castle 
Nature Reserve Park 
Las Ratayas Marinas 
Fossil Forest 

Lake Lake 
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Map of Mouse Island 


Lake Lakelake 
Lake Lakelakelake 
Cheddar Crag 
Cannycat Castle 
Valley of the Giant 
Sequoia 

Cheddar Springs 
Sulfurous Swamp 
Old Reliable Geyser 
Vole Vale 
Ravingrat Ravine 
Gnat Marshes 
Munster Highlands 
Mousehara Desert 
Oasis of the 
Sweaty Camel 
Cabbagehead Hill 
Rattytrap Jungle 
Rio Mosquito 
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“ Dear mouse friends, 


Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 
It'll be another.y hisker-lickifig2800d 
adventure, and that’s a promise! 








Geronimo Stilton 
Pe icici _hmiesienalall 
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Who issGeronimo Stilton? 

That's me! I run a newspaper, but 
my true passion is writing adventure 
stories. Here in New Mouse City, the 
capital of Mouse Island, my books’ 
are all bestsellers! My stories are 
funny, fa-mouse-ly funny. They are 
whisker-licking-good tales, and that’s 
a promise! 


THE CHRISTMAS 
TOY FACTORY 
Ho, ho, ho! | love Christmas in New 
Mouse City. But this year, there was 
just too much work to do at my 
newspaper, The Rodent’s Gazette. | 
was so busy, | could hardly even 
squeak! And my friends»and family 
were getting their tails in a twist 
because | didn’t have time to cele- 
brate. Cheese niblets! Ifonly | had my 
~ fed \. “own team of reindeer and could fly 
BENJAMIN far, far away to Santa’s Toy Factory.... 








www.scholastic.com/ 
geronimostilton 
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